love you for it. Now, you see, when tilings have reached
a crisis, clumsy Firilei is in his right pkce and can help
you. First, we will go down to the Berghof and spend as
happy an evening as we can. Then, when we are tired,
we'll drink a little more wine—champagne perhaps—to
make us glad and to make it easy for us ; then I will fill
the syringe and take you in my arms and give you an
injection. That is only a little pinprick, you will scarcely
feel it. Then I will fill the syringe again for myself.
Then you will grow sleepy, uncontrollably sleepy; and
then we shall fall asleep together. At first perhaps we
shall dream a little—of something beautiful, lovely—
and then—we shan't even dream any more. * * » And
that is all, Helene."
They left the edge of the wood and descended the
slope of the meadow. It was the meadow of Helene's
dream, in which she had lain in a mass of wild orchis.
Behind the small Berghof Restaurant a spring trickled,
two old fir-trees stood out black against the railings of
the gateway; a dog barked.
Could they have a room for the night, his wife and
he ? asked Rainer, with a show of self-possession, of the
landlady, who appeared blinking in the hall. Certainly.
By all means. They were used to couples coming to put
up for the night there.
Could they still have something to eat in the garden ?
asked Helene. She was hungry and there was ao further
need to economise.
A lantern was hung in the garden; a table was laid;
in the kitchen there was cooking and frying for the
belated guests. Moths made their appearance, an
intoxicatingly sweet smell of lilies penetrated from the
garden; a light breeze sprang up from the wood, and
shook the sleeping fruit-trees, shaking the unripe pears,
which fell with soft thuds into the grass.

